


6 9) THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 
A P k N A Under eminent Scientific control. 
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‘CADBURY'S COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at present attainable in Cocoa.” —Tue Lancet. 
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MISG FRADNOMWS NEW NOVEL. 
In One Vol, 


_ UNDER LOVE'S RULE. 


Novel 1 A, the Author of “ Lady Satter’ . Secret,” 
London Pride,” & 
London SIM? KIN 400, Lt., andall Box oksellers. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE CO. (ux?) 


Head Office: EDINBURGH. 
Accumulated Fund, 8 Millions Stg. 
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‘‘PASTEUR” 
(chanterand) FILTER. 


‘The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.” —Barrisn Mevrcat Jougwat. 
“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.”’—Laxcer 
To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


J. DEFRIES & SONS, 
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Price 1s. per Bottle. 


SCRUBB’S ‘rc AMMONIA 


sm Ay te  PRePamn Tenet. 
Refreshing as a Turkish Bath. 

Invaluable for Toilet Pu 

Splendid Cleansing Preparation 
Removes Stains and svense | 8 

Allays the Irritation caused 

pavignranag in 

Restores the Colour to ts. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, 


SCRUBB & OO., 32> SOUTHWARK STREET, TSE. 


or the Hair. 

ts from Clothing. 
ah "isenaatn Bites. 

Hot Climates. 








“HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” 






ASK FOR 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


(Reep.) 








“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” 





“ UNEQUALLED FOR HARD WEAR” 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


65 & 67, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, xs 
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Jacket and Vest for bo aa 13 years, 2+. 9d. 
Trousers for boy of 13 years, 9s. 34 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 
PATTERNS free on application, 


_ PACKHAM’S 








o 147, Houwwserrcn, Loxpos, B.C. J 


Savory: Mooresli 


Infants wees 


BEST and MOST ECONOMICAL. 
Self-Digesting. 
Bold Everywhe 
In Tins, 1/-, 2 . Bi/-, 10/-. 
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LCMON SYRU 





TABLE WATERS 


ARE MADE WITH 


DISTILLED WATER. 
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bloed.and enabling the 
and general debility. 
FER BRAVAIS so: ress ane 
** it has all (he good effects of :ron without 


constitution to resist 

Highly recommended 

LANCET “A beautiful and interesting 
Mg constipation or disturbing the 

it does not biacken the teeth” 


most effective in resto- 
climatic influences, 
weak and debili- 
preparation.” 
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agestion,and 


CRATEFUL— COMFORTING 
ring the vitality of the 
Invaluable ip all cases 
FER BRAVAIS of snmemia, influenza 
lor 
MEDICAL JOURNAL. — 
Retasled by Chemists all the World over. 
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DIAMOND 
ORNAMENTS. 


The Choicest Quality 
in the World. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREB. 


COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: 112, REGENT ST., W. 


(Avsoinine Steaecoscoric Comramt.) 


WORTH et Cie. 


‘Under Royal Patronage 


SPECIALITY IN 


| CORSETS 


: Cenkiemen, for every. for oa = 





ONLY ADDRESS: 


134, NEW BOND ST., W. 


Noconnection with 
Worth of Paris. 


















Made in Sizes at 


10/6, 16/6, 


“FLOWS 
CONSTANTLY, 


REGULARLY, 95/ 
SMOOTHLY, aad 
EASILY. POST FREE. 
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SVecusuas +e Memesearen 
a Kensington ‘High Street, ¥ w. |. London. 


For Delicate Children. 
=: 
CHEMICAL 
FOOD. 


In Bottles, 2s., 3s. 6d., & 6s. each. 
AT ALL CHEMISTS ano STORES, a™D OF 
SQUIRE & SONS, 

Her Majesty’s Chemists, 

418, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 











ORIENT, ,COMPANYS 
CRUISES by the steamsn Be on 


ALERMO, XYRA io 
TAO, MALTA, PHILLIPPEVILLE 
and LISHKON. Leaving Naples 
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String band, electric light, het, one Cold ay 
high class cuisine. Managers ireen 
Anderson, Anderson & Uo. Wend crite nes, Fenthual 


Avenue. For passage apply ~4 the latter 
5, Fenchurch Avenue, Lond LC or ry 
West- End Hranch Office, 6, Cockapar Street, ay 


HOTEL 
METROPOLE 
BRIGHTON, 


“ The finest and most luxurious Seasily 
Hotel in the World.” 


Charges moderate. 
Proprietors: THE CORDON HOTELS, LT), 


ORIENTAL 
CARPETS 


Sold at Wholesale Prices 


TRELOAR & SONS, 


LUDGATE HILL. 
Ask for Price List. 
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Send stamp for pamphict 
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BORWICK’ 
POWDER 


(ery Gelak: 


The best 
Baking 
Powder 
in the 
World. 









Plate Powder 


NON- MERCURIAL. Universally admitted te ¥ 
the Best and Safest lor Cleaning Sire. 

Electro- ae. SIX GOLD am Ls 
& nid ever cywhere, in Boxes, is., 2s. 6¢d., and & 


[ROWLAN DS’ 
MACASSAR OL 


Preserves, Beautifies, Strengthens the Hair 
also in Golden Colour, Sa. Gd, Ts, 108 


ROWLANDS' 
ODONTO 


The Best and Safest Dentifrice: » %. “ B) 
ee aemeey io -* Send Postal Order 


A. ROWLAND & zi | 
20, Harrow Garpex, Loxpos. 
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TIME DOES SEEM 80 LONG WHEN YOU'RE WAIT- 
ING FOR yYouR WIFE, WHO Is SHOPPING, 


| THAT” SOMETHING OF THE ABOVE OUGHT REALLY TO BE STARTED FOR THE POOR Hvuspanps, 








MY TEN-ACT COMEDY. 


I HAD written a comedy. In my opinion 
it was bright and sparkling. 
own work is concerned. I had sent the 
manuscript to a 
manager, feeling 
it would be accepte 
tion. Imagine then my surprise and an- 
noyance, when the play came back with a 
polite intimation that it was not thought 
suitable for the Piccadilly Theatre. 

“There must be some mistake,” said I to 
myself. So I drove to the theatre. I sent 
my card in to Mr. Joun Asusurnuam, the 
manager, and in less than five minutes was 
ushered into that gentleman’s comfortable 
little sanctum. 

“T have never had the pleasure of meet- 
ing you before, Mr. Wixi,” he said; 
“but, if I remember rightly, you have 
written a , 


retty confident that 


n play. 
“It is about that play that I have come | 


to see you,” I said. 


BURNHAM, 
seeing authors when they call upon me— 
especially unknown authors,” he added, 

| with that 
really made his fortune on the stage. 
at present you are an unknown author, are 
you not?” 

“T am,” I answered, with quiet dignity. 
“The comedy which I submitted to you a 
fortnight ago is my first dramatic work.” 

By this time we had settled down into 
two comfortable chairs, and I thought it 
better to bring him to the point. 

“My comedy has been sent back to me 
this morning,” I remarked. “By mistake, 

| I presume ?” 

| “Oh! no,” he answered, gently; “not 
by mistake.” 

I looked at him in amazement. “Do 
you mean to tell me,” said I, “that it is 

| rejected ?” 

“* Returned’ is a softer word,” he mur- 
mured. 
I felt, of course, intensely indignant, but 

I managed to control my feelings. 

“You owe me an explanation,” I said, 
very quietly. 
“ You shall have one,” replied Mr. Asx- 

BURNHAM. isi 


I saw what he meant. I had not written 


I am a very | 
unprejudiced person, especially where my | 


well-known London | 


without much hesita- | 
| talk—all talk.” 


: | wrong. 
“T guessed as much,” replied Mr. Asn- | 
“TI always make a point of | 


uliarly sweet smile which has | 
“And | 





is distinctly clever.’ 


“Your comedy is in ten acts.” | 


| good for business. At the end of the fifth | Above all things, let 
| act the stage manager mi 


t come in front 
and say, ‘To be contin in our next.’” 
“It is a good idea,” said Mr. Asupurn- 
Ham. “Now, your first act is all talk 
Talk, talk, talk!” 
“ Naturally,” I replied. “ Did you think | 
I meant it for a dumb-show play?” 
He smiled. “ Your second act again is| 


“You are hypercritical,” said I. “Does | 
not the servant in the second act bring on 
a box of toy bricks to amuse ALGERNON 
and his friends? Grown men playing with 
tey bricks after dinner! Was there ever 
such a delightful incident!” 

“The public would never stand it,” said 
the manager, wearily. “The pit and 
gallery would simply howl.” 

“ And then,” he added, “ you introduce 
a long solo on the bassoon in the middle of 
the third act. Why, that would stop all 
the action of the piece.” 

“You are wrong,” I exclaimed; “ quite 
At that point, as you yourself 
must admit, the action of the piece has 
not yet commenced. The action cannot 

ossibly be interrupted when it has not 
gun.” 

“There is some truth in what you say,” 
answered Mr. Asuavrnuam. “Still, if you 
must have a bassoon solo, I should have 
preferred it between the acts.” ‘ 

“But you have not noticed my brilliant 
satire, and my sardonic humour,” I urged. | 

“That is true,” said the manager; “T)| 
have not. However, I have noticed that 
you introduce fifty-four speaking charac- 
ters into your play——” 

“ All good parts,” I cried. 
allow that.” 

“ And it contains just plot enough for a 
one-act farce,” he added, without noticing 
my interruption. 

“Such an opportunity for costumes, 
isn’t it?” said , 

“Yes; in that respect, I admit, the play 


, 





“You must 


“T really think you had better accept 


it,” I suggested. 


“Not in its present form,” said the 
manager. “You still have something to 
learn about the art of dramatic construc- 
tion.” 

I demurred. 


our play have a plot. 
The audience rat teed feel more interest 
in a play when it has a plot. Avoid mere 
talk.” 

I was nearly heartbroken, and it was 
with difficulty that I could repress my 
emotion. 

“Must I cut out my brilliant satire,” I 
asked, with a choking sob, “and my sar- 
donic humour?” 

“Only beginners attempt that kind of 
thing,” said Mr. Asneurnnam. “ Meke 
Prxero your model. Master his Magis- 
trate. Mould yourself upon his methods, 
and then, depend upon it, you will never 
write a dull play.” 

I am going to take Mr. Asnsunnuam’s 
advice. I have put my ten-act comedy 
into the fire; I have bought a copy of The 
Magistrate; and now I am going to imi- 
tate Mr. Prxero to the very best of my 
ability. And what is more, i intend to go 
next week to the St. James’s Theatre, and 
see his latest piece, The Princess and the 
Butterfly. I hope to learn a great deal 
from that. 


AN EXPLANATION, 


Tet me not, sweet, I am untrue, 
Or fickle is my roving fancy, 

If sometimes I have sung of “ you,” 
Sometimes of Puyiiis or of Nancy! 


And if sometimes my pen has ranged 
To celebrate AMANDA’s praises, 
Tell those who’d say my heart 
changed, 
Colloquially, to “go to blazes!’ 


has 


Or bid them (if you like) begone 
To Jericho or far Uganda— 

Only believe the intent is one 
In Nancy, Puyiim, and AMANDA. 


Sweet lady mine, they ’re all the same 
Who else than you to me were 
sweeter ?— 
The change is only in the name, 
Sometimes required by rhyme or metre ! 


So] Near and yet so Far. 


Dibbler (to Nibbler). Going away for 
change of air at Easter? ; 
Nibbler. Yes. 1 think I shall try Epping 


| “Nay, but you have indeed,” and he 
| smiled again that fascinating smile. “Take ' 1 

“LT could make it fifteen, if you wished,” | Mr. Prvero as your model. He is a past-|  Dibbler. Well, me and my mate is 
I said. “Then the play might for three | master in the art of construction. Buy a divided between Eel Pie Island and the 
nights. Five acts a night. It would be so | copy of The Magistrate, and study that. | Crystal Palace. 


enough. Forest or Hampstead Heath. 
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THE BOY IN CHARGE. 


Master Curzon, Got TO sTOP IN THE OFFICE WHILE MASTER 's ABROAD TAKING HIs Easter Hourpay, HAvE I? RATHER FANCY 
MYSELF IN Master's ToocerY! Quire THE Prime MiyisteR!” 


(Rt. Hon. Groner N. Curzon, M.P., Parliamentary Under-Secretary, is on duty at the Foreign Office during absence of the Patux Munister.! 
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MARKET-DAY HUMOURS. 


Local Humourist (pointing to hoary veteran), ‘I zaAy, MisTkR AUCTIONEER, DO THIC SIGNIFY TH’ AcE 0’ THAT Pro!” 








THE 1WO “N’S.” | 
Scense—The Shades. Great English Admiral | 


and great French General discovered in 
conversation, 


Admiral (after glancing at a newspaper). 
Really most gratifying. In spite of what 
they said in the House of Commons, I am 
very pleased to find that I was represented 
as a model of virtue at the Avenue. 

General. By Mr. Forses Rospertson ? 
Yes, certainly. 

Admiral. And they treated me fairly well 
at the Olympic, too. I came down all the 
way to Deal to be embraced by the fiancée 
of a common sailor; conducted a court- 
martial, acting as witness, prusecutor, 
counsel for the defence, and ultimately as 
judge; and finally, to comply with tradi- 
tion, desired when dying to be kissed by a 
gentleman whose name was apparently 

ARDY, without the aspirate. Altogether a 
very pleasant evening. 

General (gloomily). Ah! you have been 
lucky always, but I have ever been un- 
fortunate—in England. At Astley’s—once 
popularly known as “ Hashley’s”—I used 
to share a horse with WeLLincton—which 
was ridiculous! And then there was the 
late Mr. Jackson. He was clever; he was 
well made up. But did he suggest my 
glory? Did he present me as a conqueror ¢ 
No; he only showed me taking snuff! 

Admiral. Well, on my word! Talk of in- 
gratitude! Well, I never! 

(General. I do not comprehend. 

Admiral. Why, man alive! Say that you 
are not appreciated! Why, have you seen 
the programme at the Lyceum ? 

General. No. Since I was—what is your 





expression ?—taken round the halls, I have 


lost all sympathy with the drama, And am 
I really to be seen in Wellington Street ? 

Admiral. I should rather think you were ! 
Why, Henry Invine appears for you every 
evening. 

Generai (greatly relieved and delighted). 
Henry Irvine! My character could not 
be in better hands! 

[Congratulations become mutual as the Shades 

fade away. 


SCENTS VERSUS SENSE, 

[Dr. L. Rominson, in Blackwood’s, deduces 
the development of man’s intellectual faculties 
from the restricted sense of smell in his primeval 
ancestors. } 


Dr. Rostnson says that mankind has done 
well 

Ever since it “ restricted ” 
of smell.” 

Our reasoning powers are based on the fact 

That “olfactory shortcomings” led us to 
act 

Upon ocular evidence rather than nasal. 

These subtle deductions the intellect 
dazzle. 

When man was arboreal, and lived “up a 

’ 


its “fine sense 


He found it less useful to scent than to see. 

And when he descended and dwelt in a hut, 

His optics grew wide, though his nostrils 
got shut. 

When men could depend, not on noses, but 


wits, 

From hunters they soon became civilised 
cits. 

And there, if you understand Roprnson, 
you see 

The history of civilization in nuce. 

Aha! It is perfectly clear, I suppose, 





Man was savage and silly whilst “led by 
the nose.” 

It was this maxim made him so wise and so 
strong :— 

“If you follow your nose you are sure to 
go—wrong!” 


THE VERSATILITY OF MODERN ART. 


Editor of Illustrated Journal (to aspi- 
rant for position as Special Artist and 
Correspondent). { understand that you 
have a world-wide experience ? 

Aspirant. You may bet on that. At 
the present moment I’m doing Crete, the 
Venezuela Commission, the Greek Frontier, 
the Centenary of the first German Emperor 
the Oxford and Cambridge Boat-race, anc 
the Brigade Steeplechases,—all sketches 
signed. I can also—— 

Editor (warmly). Say no more, my dear 
Sir, consider yourself engaged. ould 

ou kindly commence on the Indian 
‘amine, and Kruger dismissing his grand- 
son, to-morrow ? 





‘*Water, Water eve here, and not 
a drop to ” 

Dear Mr. Puncu,—I see that the new 
Thames Steamboats, or rather the old 
Thames Steamboats, re-painted, are to be 
“run on temperance principles.” Never 
having been on a Thames Steamboat which 
could by any stretch of imagination be said 
to run, I should be very much obliged if 
you could determine whether the “ running 
on temperance principles ” means the ado 
tion of some fresh and powerful hydraulic 
method of propulsion? Yours curiously, 

Witraw Nieesiecnicx. 

Waterbutt House, Peckham. 
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‘DADDY, AS YOU'VE GOT TO GET A NEW Muzz_e For C#3aR, 
HADN'T WE BETTEK KFEP HIS OLD ONE TILL 7iwy Grows UP?” 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 


Loxpon. : 


Dear Mister,—In face the dragon at the entry of the City— 
that dragon of pantomime to make to die of to laugh—finds 
himself an all other monument, an edifice of the most lugubrious, 
the Palace of Justice. The fagade is one can not more gothic 
and severe, and the tower is suchly heavy and menacing that 
one forgets almost the gaiety of the dragon at the middle of the 
street. The Conciergerne at Paris is of the same style, equally 
sombre, but she was anciently a prison. Our Palace of Justice 
to us is not asthe yours. Nor the one nor the other is as great 
as the Palace of Justice at Brussels. ‘“ Savez-vous,” as say the 
brave om they can to vaunt themselves /d-bas, there low, 
of an edifice of the most enormous. Savez-vous, he takes a 
cake, as say the English. But, savez-vous, he has cost to them 
almost as much as their State of the Congo! 

A mister of my acquaintance has told me that, at place of to 
mount to the public galleries in your Palace of Justice, a man 
in hat high of form can to pass the agents of police at the door 
if he marches all right, tout droit, and that he has the air very 
> and very pressed. I do as that one certain morning, 
and I arrive without difficulty to the Hall of Lost Steps. 

There is not there anyone! Quelle salle énorme, absolument 
déserte! Salle des Pas Perdus? Ils ne sont pas perdus, il n’y a 
pas de pat, perdus ow xen pas perdus. In fine I perceive, at 
the end of the immense hall, one sole man, evidently a com- 
missioner. Quel édifice, grand comme une cathédrale, ur 
abriter wn seul commissionnaire! He is probably one of the 
Commissioners of the National Debt. I have heard to speak of 
them. The hall has cost too much dear, and he is that which 
one calls “the man of possession” who represents the creditors 
of the nation. 

Then at side I perceive, on a species of etiquette, the names 
of several courts. It is at the entry of a tunnel. My friend 





has counselled me of to advance without to hesitate. refore 
[ enter immediately in the tunnel. For the moment I believe | 
myself in the Railway under Ground. However, at the end of | 


an instant I perceive the feeble glimmer of a beak of gas, and, 
tatonnant in the o ity, 1 encounter all suddenly the wall in 
face, actually at the end of the nose. n searching still | 
find that I can to advance at side, and, marching thus with some 
infinite precautions, I hear the noise of a fall. _ 

I arrest myself. The moment of after something rolls at my 
feet. I search my -matches, and lighting a match while | 
tie object lifts himself I see a fat mister, tout ensoufflé, who is 
felien in descending a spiral staircase of whom I perceive the 
(irst marches. If I were not actually in the Palace of Justice of 
the free Eagland, country of the “ Habeas Corpus Bill,” I should 
belicve myself in an oubliette of a middle-aged castle. At the 
least I am arrived by error in the caves, in the subterraneans, 
of the Palace. But no! The fat mister, having refound his hat 
and his umbrella, at the aid of some ones of my matches, ex- 
plicates to me that all the staircases are asthat. And 
probably that I am stranger, he counsels me of not to essay an 
ascension so dangerous. Then he disappears in the obscurity. 

Que faire? 1 must to essay it. Lichting still some matches 
I mount the staircase very slowly and very y, and in 
fine I arrive at the summit where finds herself an all little 
window, a veritable “loop-hole.” For the first time I can to 
admire the matches of my country! Mon Dieu! Il faut se 
servir d’allumettes ‘as, gaa pour monter l’escalier dw Palais de 
Justice de l’ Angleterre ; 

Eh well, I arrive in a narrow corridor, also very sombre, but 
I can to see a small little, wn petit peu. I find there much of 
world, entering and coming out of the doors all the long of the | 
corridor. Me I go to enter. I push one of the doors, who | 
shuts herself behind me. I find myself in complete obscurity, | 
surrounded of a curtain. Not only that, but someone gr a 
essaying of to go out, attacks me from the other side of the 
curtain, marches on my feet, hits me on the chest, and smashes 
my hat. In this terrible moment another invisible assailant 
crushes me in opening the door. Enveloped of the curtain, 
incapable of to defend myself, suffocated aye se a cry 
of anguish, and I lance a good blow of foot in ore. Quel 
Palais de Justice! Un véritable covpe-gorge! Un guet-apens 
du moyen dge! On se croirait dans les cachots de Vancienne 
Venise! But I will die in hero! I will combat until the death! 

I essay of to disengage myself the arms, for better to defend 
myself, and I cry at high voice, “Aw secours!” From the other 
side of the curtain a voice responds “Silence!” and I hear some 
murmurs. By blue! Are they then some savages, who will 
leave me to perish as that? The curtain covers me the mouth, 
I respire at pain, and, making all my efforts, I push violently 
in arrear, en arriére. The door yields suddenly, and I fall out- 
side in the arms of a commissioner. 

Unuseful to demand help, unuseful to explicate to him all the 
affair, unuseful of og to say! In vain I demand the 
arrestation of my assailants, in vain I proclaim myself a citizen 
of the French Republic! He says me only, “Are you a wit- 
ness?” “No,” In nd to him furious, “1 see not anything. 
Enveloped of a curtain, it would be impossible. I demand——” 
“Thennoutchougo,” interrupts he, and I am forced of to go | 
myself of it by the corridor, by the staircase so dangerous, and | 
by the tunnel to the Hall of Lost Steps, and in fine to the street. 

As that, Mister Punch, I see but very little of your Palace of 
Justice. But I shall go perhaps one other time, accompanied | 
of an English friend, grand amateur de la boxe, who would could | 
to defend me. Agree, &c., AvGuUsTE. | 








| 
Little Eloff. 
Wun little Exorr, full of spite and spleen, | 
Presumes to splutter at our gracious QuEEN, 
The world replies with universal scoff | 
And Echo answers little Evorr—Of !/! | 





A Question of Headgear. 


Mrs. Giniper (to Mrs. Rumpowp, at the “Cat and Candle- 
stick”). Wot’s the matter, Maria? You look as ’ow you’d 
bin cryin’! 

Mrs. Rumbold. Cryin’! So would you ‘ave bin if jest as 
you’re a-goin’ to buy yourself a spring ’at hout comes a Royal 
herder makin’ yer get a new bonnet for the dawg! 





Bluff. 


sure | 
Why don’t you tread on the tail of my coat? 
The Other. Yah! What you’d like is a Vote of Censure— 
We'd like to censure without the Vote. 











" r cwod 
a amen oe ne 2 2 Oe we! 8s ae eee. | 





| > 
One Leader. Strike, if you dare! That’s the way among men, | 
| 
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UNDER CONTROL AGAIN! 
(Extracted from the Diary of a Sad Dog.) 

Tuoucut there was something wrong when I got up. Trilby, 
who understands human talk better than I do, was pretty cheer- 
ful—and that was a bad sign. How I do hate that cat! Then 
Master Harry was very angry because he couldn’t find some- 
thing. He went out without me. That was in the morning. 
But in the 8 he had <7 got what he ~ ry Re 
called me, an came up as as paint. sous t 
have a chance of showing my enemy the butcher-boy what’s 
what. A little late, but might catch him outside the 
shop. But to my horror I fo that the article whose loss had 
caused Master Harry so much annoyance in the earlier part of 
the day was no less a thing than my muzzle! I don’t like using 
bad language—even in dog-latin—but cuss it! However, there 
was nothing to be done. pretended that I had outgrown it. 
But it ae no e Master Harry got it over sad che St and 
although I tried rubbing it against a p-post uare 
railings I could not got tt off. Beastly thing! Eno to drive 
one mad. However, in course of time I think I be able to 
work my mouth through it, and then I will square accounts with 
the butcher-boy. Of course now wanted to avoid him. With 
my usual bad luck, came across him delivering a leg of mutton 
to No. 76 in our Square. He grinned like a baboon (idiot!) 
when he saw my muzzle. Then he whistled. His whistling 
always makes me wild! Did as much barking asI could with my 
jaws in straps. Brute of a boy seemed rather pleased than 
otherwise. Didn’t enjoy my walk one bit, although Master 
Harry took me into St. James’s Park, where I generally 
manage to chivy the ducks. But on this occasion they seemed 
to be 7 up their beaks at me. Evidently thought I had 
been muzzled for some crime—possibly for ben 3 something 
from the larder. As if I would be capable of such meanness! 
Leave that sort of thing to Trilby, who, when anyone’s back is 
turned, stealthily laps up the milk. So came home with my 
muzzle on my head and my tail between my legs. Trilby said 
that she thought the London County Council were quite right. 
So I — it’s to that meddlin —— I owe my loss of free- 
dom. Wish I could get at them! Still, I find that I may go 
free in the house. Well, that’s a comfort at any rate. Buttons 
had better be on his best behaviour! And then I can have some 
fun with the handy-man. I always refuse to recognise him. I 
pretend to take him for a burglar, and treat him accordingly! 
So if I cannot amuse myself out of doors, I can, at any rate, 
find rational recreation at home. And now I must stop, as I see 
that the handy-man has a large picture in his hands on the to 
step of a ladder. It will be a real treat to have a good bark ant 
perhaps a bite without the bother of a muzzle! 








UUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. Henry Frowpe lays at the feet of his Sovereign the 
tribute of a Diamond Jubilee Bible and Prayer Book. The 
volumes are produced in the perfection of style and work- 
manship that marks the Oxford University Press. The Bible 
contains two portraits, one « reproduction of a picture of 
the girl-Queen as she looked forth from the recesses of a charm- 
ing poke-bonnet in the first year of her reign. The other is, 
apparently, the latest pho ph taken of the venerable 
Sovereign. The volume is further enriched by reproductions of 
the cartoons painted by Sir Josaua Reynouips in 1778 for the 
window of New College, Oxford. There are two other portraits 
of the Queen in the Prayer Book, one nm from a painting by 
Acaio about 1837, the other a recent photograph. In both she 
18 presented standing, crowned, and wearing her robes of State. 
But, my Baronite writes, between the two lies the long journey 
of sixty years. 

lhe Book of Parliament, by Micuamn MacDonacu (Ispistex 
& Co.), isa masterpiece of compendious information. It tells in 
lucid manner everything that may be known about the Constitu- 
tion and Procedure of both Houses of Parliament. Considering 
the mass of detail dealt with, and the amount of information con- 
veyed, the range of accuracy i is remarkable. My Baronite 
observes only one error in date, and that is probably a misprint. A 
more serious blemish is misquotation of what Mr. MacDonacu 
calls “the famous saying of Lord Roszsery,” privily addressed 
to my Baronite immediately after the fall of the iinistey in 
1895. In A Diary of the Home Rule Parliament the text will 
be found to run thus:—‘ There are two supreme pleasures in 
life. One is ideal, the other real. The ideal is w a man 
receives the seals of office from the hands of his Sovereign. The 
real pleasure comes when he hands them back.” Lord Tecnsans 
is such a master of phrase that we cannot have his gems reset 
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IT DOESN’T SOUND NICE. 


His Better Half. ‘Now, Epwin, about THE QUEEN'S PROCESSION. 
Dip you Get THE Best PLACE YOU COULD FOR ME?” 
Her Lord and Master, ‘‘Yxus, Mania Janz, 1 vip. 

Sr. Ciement’s Cuurncuyarp!” 
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by other hands. As Mr. MacDonagu does not quote the autho- 
rity he probably gives the marred quotation at second hand 
(Signed) Tue Banon. 








SUGGESTION FOR THE R.A. 

5, The Studios, St. John's Wood, N.W. 
—The R.A. having once more rejected all 
my eight pictures, { think it high time that steps should be 
a sh to check the tyrannical conduct of this autocratic body. 
It is an axiom now generally accepted (by “The Studio” set) 
that the better the picture the less chance it has of being ac- 
cepted; the reason being this, that the R.A.’s are naturally 
afraid to admit any canvases that might eclipse their own. 
“Which of the Forty,” says my wife, standing before her 
portrait as “Desdemona” (15ft. by 22), “which of the Forty 
could have painted that?” And I looking sadly at my master- 
piece, can only shake my head and echo, “ Which?” 

I have borne it long enough, Mr. Punch. Mrs. Rose-Map- 
per’s wardrobe is uced to the lay-figure’s shroud, while 
little Trmian’s knickers would hardly pass muster as calegons, 
This state of things is so obviously unjust that it cannot con- 
tinue, and I therefore beg that you will assist me in giving 
publicity to the following resolutions which were aaeaed this 
afternoon at a mass-meeting of “The Studios.” 

I. That the present President and Council of the R.A. be 
abolished. . 

II. That a new President and Council be appointed. 

Ill. That the said new Council consist of and be solely selected 
from “The Studios.” 

IV. That the said new President be 

Your obedient Servant, 


Dear Mr. Pouncu 


Percy Rose-Mapver. 
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““LAUDATOR TEMPORIS 


Mrs. Ghoul, ‘ Au, FUNERALS ISN'T WHAT THEY USED TO BE IN MY TIME! 
Suesry WINE; BUT NOW IT's AS MUCH AS YOU CAN GET A BIT 0’ CAKE AND A Cup o' Tea. An!” 





ACTI.” 


I RECOLLECT WHEN WE ’AD "Am SANGWISHES AND 
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SIR WALTER’S WAY. 
** Self-praise is no recommendation.” 
Old (and obsolete) Proverb. 

[Sir Watrer Besant discloses, in the Curn- 
hil, & grave national weakness. Englishmen do 
not make enough of patriotic sentiment. ... The 
\mericans have two days wv! iotic uplifting, and 
we have not one.’’— Daily Chronicle. } 


Baxatues there a man with soul so dead 
Who never to himself has said 

This is my own, my native land, 

The rich, the dominant, the grand ? 
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned 
As Russ he flouted, Boer he spurned, 

And all the band of “foreigners” banned ? 
Found all the virtues bound in British ; 


| High thou 


Called Teutons rude and Frenchmen skit-| 


tish ; 
Dubbed Austrian rude, Italian cranky, 
And saw the yahoo in the Yankee ; 
Traced nothing good, great, brave, wise, 
glorious, 
Save in Old England the victorious ? 
If such there be, let him not falter, 
Or with his patriotism palter, 
But f° at once to good Sir Water! 
He'll teach him wisely, coach him well, 
And make his manly busom swell 


With any number of fine stories 
Concerning Britain’s gains and glories ; 
Will make him recognise with glee 
“ Our racial supremacy 7 , 
Show the solution of earth’s riddle 
s “ England playing the first fiddle ” ; 
That “ Days of patriot uplifting 
Are indispensable for gifting 
The modest Briton with a sense 
Of his own super-eminence. 
BuLL is so mighty and—what’s oddest— 
So most preposterously modest, 
his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim, 
He will forget, in chase of pelf, 
To worship earth’s great god—Himself ! 
He does not know his own renown 
As wisdem’s top and valour’s crown. 
But now Sir Water has well hit on 
A scheme to make the foolish Briton, 
By “ patriotic sentiment,” 
With his high merits more content ; 
He ’ll praise himself in style not cursory, 
But start a National Anniversary, 
Wherein, by his own matchless tongue, 
His dominance mankind amon 
May be more adequately — | 
And then, O ious heaven above us, 
How the whole universe will love us!!! 


WHO WROTE THIS? 


Tue following postcard was picked up 
near our office on Tuesday. Unfortunately 
the address and signature are illegible :— 


“Dear Sir,—In reply to your well- 
meant and, as I deem it, indiscreet ques- 
| tion, ‘Should Greece be blockaded ?’ I can 
| only say that it is quite without the possi- 
bilities of a private person to gauge with 
| accuracy the conditions of the situation in 
Eastern Europe. Nor is it within the 
scope of one, who has retired into purely 
hilosophical studies, to determine the 
Colenes which hangs between the Hellenes 
and the so-called Great Powers. At the 
same time I have no hesitation in saying 
that the traditions of Marathon must be 
maintained, and that some remembrance of 
Salamis should act as a preventive to 
further aggression on the part of nations 





possessing no qualification for attempting 
the duties of marine police amid Homeric 
remains.” 


| 
| Tue Starr, wach neces most Human 
| Barnes to Bep.—The Candle-stick. 











— 















































THE EASTERN EGG. 


WHAT WILL COME OF IT* 
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A DEFINITION. 
(An Easter Monday Sketch by the Sea.) 


First’ Arry. ‘‘Wuat’s A Gen’LEMAN Riper, OLD Pat?” 
Sccond’ Arry. ‘‘ Way, A COVE LIKE YOU AN’ ME 0’ COURSE, AS AIN'T A BLOOMIN’ PERFESSIONAL !” 








fTHE LIMITS OF CHIVALRY. 

O Woman! in your hour of wrong, 
Not vainly shall you seek 

My voice and aid against the strong, 
Who would oppress the weak. 

Whenas I hear the whispered word 
_(Albeit sometimes true) 

That you are fickle, vain, absurd— 
Then I stand up for you. 


And be you fair, or be you plain, 
Of lineage high or low, 

In me a champion you shall gain, 
If you will have it so. 

Dear lady, you may even be 
The woman known as “ new,” 

It matters not one jot to me— 
I'll e’en stand up for you. 


Whoever in your praise is dumb, 
My voice at least 1’ll raise, 

Who worship you in spite of some 
Of your leas pleasing ways. 

At matinées, if you but hark, 

_Or at a private view, 

Your hat excites adverse remark— 
Yet I stand up for you. 


Ape man without one frown from me, 
Go out with dog and gun— 
If of your party I may be 
Excused from making one. 
Make speeches, if you like, and wear 
_ The “rational” tenue— 
i do not come myself to hear, 
Still—I stand up for you. 


But when the omnibus is packed, 


And you come pushing in ; 
When there are “ six each side,” in fact, 
And none of us are thin ; 


And when you murmur soft and sweet 
“T’ll stand,” a gentle cue 

For me to give you up my seat— 
I don’t stand up for you! 
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Selling in Thousands ! 


Nupkins’ Patent Jubilee 


Chair, on the Pianoforte Stool principle. Packs up 


into a small 
purchased on 


anteau or hat case. Oan be 


Three Years’ System. 





A BAR TO THE BAK, 
To the Editor of Punch, 


Dean aNp Learnep Sin,—As you are 
admittedly the mouthpiece of Justice, will 
you allow me to cali your attention to 
the resolution which bas recently been 
passed by the General Council of the Bar 
objecting to counsel “ holding the office of 
Town Cierk, Clerk to Guardians, or any 
similar public office” taking private prac- 
tice? ‘the Committee have gone further. 
They have sent a resolution to the Benchers 
of the four Inns of Court, contending that 
“ Itis undesirable that a person holding any 
such office should be called to the Bar.” 
I can quite understand the feeling that has 
prompted this action. Competition is keen 
in our profession, and we—no doubt— 
would prefer to keep Town Clerks and the 
like to their work to the exclusion of any 
other duty. But the suggestion that a 
person holding the positions referred to 
should not be called to the Bar hints at the 
undesirability of Barristers themselves ac- 
cepting such appointments. To this, for 
reasons of a self-evident character, 1 can- 
not possibly agree. And as 1 as the 
representative of a very large majority of 
my colleagues, I trust you will give pub- 
licity to my opinion. Yours truly, 

A. Bareriess, Junior. 

Pump-Handle Court. 


P.S.—I may say that were I offered such 
an appointment I would relinquish my pri- 
vate practice at once. I may add, that 
with some such career in view I have for 
many years past been reducing the number 
of my clients. Should corroboration be 
needed my clerk, Mr. Poxtineton, will be 
happy to show my fee-book. of course, 
only to members of the profession. 
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Publisher (impatiently), “‘ Wei., Sin, WHAT 18 1T?” 
Poet (more timidly). ‘‘Mr. Gaorar Jonson *” 






Poet (timidly). ‘‘O—zr—are you Mr. Jonson?” 





wenn l\| 


wingialh | | 
a 





ae Oe, 


Publisher (irritably). ‘‘ Yxs.” 


Publisher (excitably). ‘‘ Yes, Stn, THAT’s MY Name.” 
Poet (more timidly still), ‘Or THe Firm or Messrs, Jopson and Doopie!” 


Publisher (angrily). ‘Yes. Wat po you waxt!” 


Poet. *‘Ou—I want TO sgz Mr. Doopie!” 








OUR HOTEL DRAWING-ROOM. 
( Tout compris.) 


Hétel de Midi, N’ Importe Ou, Basses Pyrénées. 

Dear Mr. Puncu,—I am staying in a first-class hotel, “ re- 
plete” with every comfort, with magnificent scenery laid on 
every floor, a snow-capped mountain-range in the back-garden, 
and a romantic gave, or river, in the foreground. All this you will 
see from the hotel note-paper, which, in accordance with custom, 
shows all the other adjacent establishments very properly dwarfed 
to an insignificant size. But what I want specially to | out 
to your discriminating readers is the superexcellence of the litera- 
ture in our Salon de Lecture. I have just been taking a = 
inventory, and find there is something to suit every taste. e 
centenarian will discover here the newspapers of his early youth, 
the hypochondriac can study the illustrated Album des Villes 
d’Rauz et de Bains de Mer and the Medical Press of sixteen 
months ago, and the golf-maniac has The Little Folks’ iS itory of 
England and The British Journal of Commerce for October, 1 
provided for him—in fact, the assortment is as completely varied 
and classie gs the interesting collections usually to be seen on 
the tables in dentists’ waiting-rooms. Besides these, there is a 
well-preserved copy of Westralia (dated July 23, 1896), and a 
Post-Office Directory, which I am sure would appeal to the lady 
visitors, when they are tired of looking at the AnnuaireMle Com- 
merce for 1890, or the Time-table of the London and North 
Western Railway. And there are several fascinating back num- 
bers of the Gentlewoman, and Hearth and Home, not more than 
ten months old, which the stra ntlemen who wander hither 
from the smoke-room will no doubt be delighted to read from 
cover to cover. I notice they always do at home, being highly 
(and naturally) interested in the advertisement pictures. 

The drawing-room table also contains several important French 
publications, such as I’ Ami des Campagnes, Le Monde Thermal, 
and La Collection de Mme. Roland, which, I regret to say, are 
not as much appreciated as they should be. The French journals, 


also, which give some intensely thrilling provincial news, with 
occasionally a foreign telegram of certainly within the Jast week, 
I regret to say, are scarcely ever removed from their wrappers. 
The Financial News and various Store catalogues are taken in for 
the benefit of the invalids, who derive much pleasure in turning 
the familiar pages over and over om. There is a charming 
work on Russia (in French), with only a few pecs missing, on 4 
what-not in the corner ; a handy-guide to the Peak of Derbyshire, 
and a Visitors’ List of the Swiss Resorts form not unattractive 
additions to the collection ; while the pitce de resistance is perha 
the Album Naturel de la Fabrique et de Industrie. This is truly 
light reading after the heavy and excellent dinners provided us. 

For those who shun newspapers, even though a year old, there 
is a beautiful and novel toy in the shape of a stereoscope. This 
would be a still greater success if the photographs, which ex- 
hibit family groups in the costume of the sixties, were not 
somewhat tattered and fragmentary. This about completes the 
contents of our Salon, but { think I have written enough to shew 
that, though far from Fleet Street, we are not without food for 
the mind. Yours fatuously, . ¥. 2. 

P.S8.—Could you favour me with a London evenin Oy from 
time to time? Even a halfpenny one would bea godeen d 








“THE VISION.” 


I pReaMED, but ’twas only a passing dream 

That from London milk you could kim thick cream ; 
That cats in the night had ceased to squall, 

And formed the choir of the Albert 1; 

That the person leading the Tory Van 

Was known by the name of the “ Grand Old Man.” 

I woke, and said to myself, “ Ah me! 

If this were true, what a change there ’d be!” 











AppropriaTe Name ror THe Sourn Arrican Commitrer.—The 
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ew 








all 











Apri, 17, 1897.]} 


PUNCH, 


OR THE 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


191 








| «MINE EASE IN MINE INN.” 


‘The Porters and Police have orders to remove 
all persons making a nvise within this Inn.” 
Notice Boards in Lincoin’s Inn.) 
Tempe of monastic quiet! 
Shrine where noise becomes a sin! 
Let no turmoil, no rude riot, 
Mar thy peace, O Lincoln’s Inn! 


Far from madding crowds the Bencher 
Samples some old special bin, 

Proves himself a valiant trencher- 
-man in peaceful Lincoln’s Inn. 


Leaders there in fat briefs revel, 
And renown and fortune win, 
Working hard the willing “ devil,” 
In the peace of Lincoln’s Inn. 


Juniors old and grey, who crave its 
Shelter, webs of pleading spin, 

Draw vast deeds and affidavits, 
Peacefully in Lincoln’s Inn. 


Save the “ Devil’s Own,” when drilling— 
Line of heroes somewhat thin !— 

There no sounds the air are filling, 
Peace holds sway in Lincoln’s Inn. 


Callous organ-grinders dare not 
There their repertoire begin, 

There stentorian costers fare not— 
All is peace in Lincoln’s Inn. 


Paper-boys and bands Teutonic 
Are to nuisance near akin— 
These a notice stern, laconic, 
Bars from peaceful Lincoln’s Inn. 


“Porters and Police have orders 
To prevent all noise and din ”— 

Thanks to these efficient. warders 
There is peace in Lincoln’s Inn! 








QUESTIONS FOR THE EASTER OUTING. 
To be ignored by the Patriotic Volunteer.) 


Is there any benefit to the British race in 
rising at five to parade at six ? 

_What is the advantage to our Indian 
Empire of going to the coast in an over- 
crowded train in heavy marching order ? 

Will the Empire be saved by your joining 
your battalion half asleep and nearly starv- 
ing r 

Will Britannia rule the waves with 
greater freedom if you manceuvre in the 
rain for an indefinite period ? 

Will Joun Butt sleep more soundly if 
you deafen yourself and your neighbours by 
firing off an unlimited number of blank 
cartridges ? 

Will the Concert of Europe be strength- 
ened by your putting off your breakfast 
until after your lunch, and taking that 
meal later than your customary dinner- 
time ? 

Will the cause of International Federa- 
tion be furthered by your tramping through 
ploughed fields for eight hours at a stretch ? 
, Will Australia advance at a quicker pace 
'y your marching past a flag-staff on the 
bleakest of bleak downs ? 

Will Canada love the mother more dearly 
because you stagger into a railway station 
at eight in the evening with a prospect of 
passing the greater part of the night in a 
third-class carriage ? 

Finally, don’t you think that England 
might continue to be England still, even 
were you to shirk your martial duties and 
stay quietly at home ? 








la Sovventrr or Lent.—A ticket issued 
| °Y a pawnbroker. 





READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS); OR, GIVING 


Oom Pau, lst Eart ory KavuGensporr, 


"EM FITS! 


Arms : Quarterly; lst, two british cage-birds still vulning themselves on a ground of excessive 


patriotism ; 2nd, a pair of scales-of-justice patent controllable and adjustable at will pro 
g to absurdity for moral and intellectual 


in cachinnation roaring over a boar chai 


; 3rd, a lion 
amage ; 4th, a 


dog’s-eared ‘‘ hym-bdk ’’ bound in veldt with covert designs. Crest: A reform tortoise of the rand emer- 


gent couped at the neck proper disarmed and voided of assets. 


Supporters ; Dexter, a burgher rampant 


in piety armed to the teeth ; sinister, an antique dopper also in piety babited proper in broadcloth home- 


made and moth-eaten to the last; both singing 
rusticana.”’ Second Motto: ‘* Who said Rhodes '! 


in unison falsetté the indermiddel from “ simplicita 
7 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED rrom THe Diary or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 5.—- 
Everyone glad to see the Squire or Mat- 
woop back again to-night. Prince 
Artuur, who instinctively does the gra- 
cious thing, said so amid cheers from 
both sides. Young bloods on Tory benches 
sometimes affect to make light of the 
Squire, interrupt him when he is speak- 
ing, jeer when he rises to purple heights of 
oratory. But in its secret heart the 
House, independent of party, is proud of 
the Squire, recognising in him the greatest 
Parliamentarian left, the final practitioner 
in an old school which Time has long been 
busy breaking up. 

Coming back in rather subdued mood 
after a week’s wrestling with that practised 
athlete the Influenza, the Squire is, per- 
haps, just a little mild in manner. as 
brought with him notice of a_ resolu- 
tion forbidding employment of forces 
of the Crown against the kingdom of 
Greece or the people of Crete. Prince 
ARTHUR, jumping at dy wants 
him to call it a Vote of Censure. In hi 
mellowed mood the Squire declines. How, 
he asks, can they move a vote of censure 
upon the Government till they know pre- 
cisely what is their line of policy? All his 

oposed motion designs is to bring out a 
ull declaration of the intentions of Her 
Majesty’s Government with respect to 
Greece and Crete. 





His coyness increases desire of Prince 
Artuur to be assailed. Amid loud cheers 
from Ministerialists spoiling for a fight 
Prince Artuur walks up and down before 
Front Opposition Bench, temptingly trail- 
ing his frock coat. Won't Squire tread on 
its tail? Words cannot describe the look 
of ineffable benevolence that mantles the 
broad visage of the Squire. Why should 
he tread on anyone’s coat, least of all on 
the garment of his interesting and amiable 
young friend? A man of peace, he desires, 
above all things, to avoid strife. Moreover 
than which, if yielding to sudden tempta- 
tion he were to accept the challenge per- 
sistently fluttered in his face, he would con- 
fer great tactical advantage upon the 
enemy. At the first sound of pitched 
battle Ministerial ranks would close up; 
the faintest murmur of independent criti- 
cism would be hushed; Ministers would 
obtain a rattling majority that would en- 
able them to go their way for rest of 
Session, snapping their fingers in face of 
discredited Opposition. 

These, however, mere details. It is be- 
cause moved by larger, nobler passion for 
peace and quietness, that the Squire 


his smilingly shakes his head and keeps his 


foot clear of the temptingly trailed coat. 

Business done.—The Minister for Educa- 
tion brings in an Education Bill. 

T wesday.—Mr. Wein, meditating in the 
night season on the yr of the country 
over whose weal ever watches, is 
struck by  strategical ibilities of 
Iceland. What if the Concert of the 
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were to swoop down on Iceland, making it 
what Dr. Jameson would calla jumping-off 
ground to seize Orkney and the adjacent | 
islands of Great Britain and Ireland? Day | 








A Heartrenpine Aprgat! 


Mr. B-lf-r sings— 
“* Won't anybody move a Vote of Censure now 
on me?” 


| (Popular Music-hall Song slightly amended.) 


and night the fear has haunted him. He 
thought of calling upon Lord Wo.seLey 
to discuss the situation. But he knows 
that military men in high command are 
absurdly jealous of their position, and re- 
sent suggestions from civilians. The ad- 
vantage of adopting such a course is evi- 
dent. The communication would have 
been private. The other alternative, ques- 
tioning the Ministers in the House of 
Commons, would put the enemy on the 
alert, might even suggest to him the 
masterly manceuvre. 

However, for reasons stated, Mr. Wetr 
decided to risk consequences. To-night 
confronted Unper Secretary ror War 
with problem. Broprick put best face on 
matter. Mr. Werr’s suggestion is, that 
in order to resist any swooping down of 

& piratical power from Iceland, steps should 

be taken to fortify the north-west coast 

of Scotland. Sr. Joun Broprick frigidly 

replied that the joint Naval and Military 

Committee do not consider Iceland a source 

of danger. Consequently they have not 

recommended works on the north - west 
| coast of Scotland. 

House laughed, but a little hysterically. 
It felt that with unerring military instinct 
Mr. Were had put his finger on a weak 
spot in the national armour; was only 
half assured by the jaunty confidence of 
Unper Secretary ror War. 

The little incident appropriately led the 





| True. 





way to debate opened by Ssrron-Karr, 








Great Seni being broken one of them in which he demonstrated how thin is the! hon. Member was not present at the 


crust of the crater on which the safety of 
England rests. Showed how, war breakin 

out, England would be beleaguered, woul 

in a week eat up all its bread stuffs, and 
Famine would Stalk through the Land. 
Ditxe said there are peas and lentils 
Also there are old boots. But in no 
case is the supply illimitable. 

On the whole spent quite a cheerful 
evening, Mr. Werr frightening the life out 
of us with prospect of an invasion from Ice- 
land, and Seron-Karr, like the voice of 
one crying in a , “We have no 
corn.” By eight o’clock everyone in such 
a blue funk that we were glad to see each 
other home before it got later. 

Business done.—House counted out at 
eight o’clock. 

Thursday. —“ Tim Heaty reminds me,” 
said Sark, “of the waiter not unknown 
to fame, who, having a rare holiday, spent 
it in assisting a pal to serve a big dinner.” 

No Irish business to the fore just now. 
Other Irish Members take advantage of 
the lull, either to go back to their much- 
loved country or spend the evening with 
their friends in town. Tim, on the contrary, 
hearing that the Welsh Members mean to 
oppose the Berriew School Bill, tucks 
his serviette under his arm, and goes to 
spend the evening helping them. Quite 
a brisk debate, having the additional charm 
that very few knew what it was about. 
Honest Car’en Tommy Bowzes frankly 
avowed that frame of mind as sufficient 
reason why he should vote for Second 
Reading. It would have served equally well 
as logical reason for opposing the Bill. 
But with the Cap’zn benevolence always 
predominates. To gentle minds it is easier 
to say “yes” than “no.” So when the 
Speaker put the question that the Bill be 
read a second time, the Capr’en answered 
with a cheery “ Ay, ay, Sir!” 

This Berriew School Bill has from the 
first succeeded in attracting exceptional 
attention. Members recalled how, on the 
night when Prince Artur. shelving the 
Vice-President of the Council, proposed to 
introduce the Voluntary Schools Bill, Jon~ 
o’ Gorst adroitly and dramatically prefaced 
the unusual procedure by humbly walking 
up the floor, bringing in the Berriew 
School Bill. Here it was come up for 
Second Reading. with a pack of Welsh 
Members in full ery, TrucvuLent Tim 
leading the way. Fought it step by step 
on motion for Second Reading, and on 
motion to refer it to Grand Committee on 
Law. This last Tim denounced as “ simrly 
an expedient for ramrodding the Bill 
through the House.” 

I thank thee, Trw, for teaching me that 
verb. Not to be found in the dictionary ; 
but it ought to be. 

Business done.—Miscellaneous. 


Friday. — Since Cawmeti-BaNNERMAN 
left War Office, we don’t look to that part 
of Pall Mall for wit and humour. But, 
as SARK says, you may break, you may 
shatter the vase as you will, the scent of 
the roses will cling to it still. Thus, 
though Cawme.t-BaNNERMAN was, nearly 
two years ago, blown out of War Office by 
cordite explosion, engineered by that great 
military strategist St. Jonn Bropricx, the 
building still gives forth echoes of good 
things. 

One such stands to credit of Financial 
Secretary. In course of conversation across 
the table, Catpwext affirmed that some- 
thing had been said by an earlier speaker. 

“But,” said Power Wiiwiams, “the 


moment.” 

“Oh yes,” said Catpwett, “I’m always 
here.” 

“Ah!” murmured Powet, Wittiams, 
“but you’re not always there.” 








Sir “‘ Fregoli”” L-ckw-d, the ‘‘ quick change” 
artist, appears as one of Her Majesty's Ministers in 
raiment kindly lent by Sir R. F-nl-y. 


No; it must be admitted that, con- 
sidering his extreme fluency of tepid speech, 
Homocea Catpwett doesn’t often touch 
the spot. 

Business done.—Civil Service Estimates 
in Committee of Supply. Canpwetw all 
over the shop. Had, as he says, a real 
good evening. 





RINGING THE CHANGES. 


Tue sweet old days of Long-ago 
We thought could never, never change ; 
Our hearts were all too young to know 
That they could ever, ever ——-, 
My darling! O my darling! 
When you were just a maiden coy, 
And I was but a bashful boy, 
When time was meant for endless joy— | 
| 
| 
| 





Ah me! that we should find the change, 
My darling! O my darling! 


The promises of Spring were fain ; 
We thought that love could never change, 
‘Mid winds of March and April rain, | 
And so from Spring to Summer change, 
My darling! O my darling! 
The daffodils sprang into sheen 
With gold encrowned upon the green ; 
Each one, like you, a gentle queen. 
Ah me! that we should find the change, 
My darling! O my darling! 


The hopes of Spring are buried, fled 
Into the life that yet must change ; 
The love is lost, forgotten, dead 
As memories that ever change, _ 
My darling! O my darling! 
No longer we meet now by stealth. 
{ have my heart and you your wealth. 
Upon my word I’d drink your health— 











Ah me! if I could find the change, 
My darling! O my darling! 
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